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the middle of the town. There were no houses upon
its sides, but there was an immense building on the
top of it. There was no crowd there, only an old
man sitting on the bare hillside watching five lean
cows which were trying to find some stray blades
of parched brown grass on the stony soil.
She squatted down, happy in the silence and soli-
tude of the place after the noise of the streets and
market. Nothing was to be heard except the cough
of one of the cows from time to time, and from far
off the faint, confused murmur from the market-
place. She looked up at the great white building;1
it was very glaring and dazzling in the blaze of
the sun. She wondered whether it was the prison in
which Babun lay. She looked at the old man sitting
among the five starved cows. He reminded her a
little of Silindu; he sat so motionless, staring at a
group of cocoanuMrees that lay around the bottom
of the hill. He was as thin as the cattle which he
watched: as their flanks heaved in the heat you
saw the ribs sticking out under their mangy coats,
and you could see, too, every bone of his chest and
sides panting up and down under his dry, wrinkled
skin. The insolent noisy townspeople had frightened
her; this withered old man seemed familiar to her,
like a friend. He might very easily have come out
of the jungle.